Faces
The hungry faces of England walking the streets of the capital town
Waiting for some crumb of comfort to fall from the lap of the crown

Four Million voices in chorus feeling the pinch and knowing the game

Searching in vain for some reason and told have faith in the rich sense of fair play

You need a reason to kiss and to cuddle using the needle feeling no pain

One shot of love in the arm is worth more than the hate and the fame

More than the hate and the fame

One shot of love in the arm is worth more than the hate and the fame

The angry faces of England walking the streets of the capital town

All of them are looking for something but keep losing their way underground

Someone told them a story and they were sold on the sound of the plan

So more than half of them voted for Tory full knowing the danger that power commands

You see you put all the waste in a barrel and toss it off over the side

Out of sight out of mind who are you fooling wait for the incoming tide

Wait for the incoming tide

Out of sight out of mind who are you fooling wait for the incoming tide

The haunted faces of England walking the streets of the capital town

All of them are looking for something but keep losing their way underground

Four Million voices in chorus feeling the pinch and knowing the game

Searching in vain for some reason and told have faith in the rich sense of fair play

You need a reason to kiss and to cuddle using the needle feeling no pain

One shot of love in the arm is worth more than the hate and the fame

More than the hate and the fame

One shot of love in the arm is worth more than the hate and the fame

More than the hate and the fame

